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Charlotte Clutterbuck 
PELICANS AT WOY WOY 
Thirteen years ago, 
we sat on this grass and ate the last 
of our wedding feast. 
Pelicans waddled on the shore, 
awkward as I felt under the strain; 
the water lapped against the boat, 
we pushed off and weathered our first storm. 
Today we walk again under the coral trees, 
the children practise cartwheels 
as the dog scoots round them, 
and the pelicans, still as plaster gnomes, 
stand on the posts at the end of the pier, 
waiting for scraps from the fish and chip shop. 
These two days are cobbled together 
by years of undamed socks, 
washed shirts, quarrels and makings up. 
I read your War and Peace in Istanbul; 
in Yorkshire, you dragged me, pregnant, up a hill 
towards a Roman road -
shared times, two children and a dog, 
and our return to where we both belong 
tie up our heartstrings in a granny knot. 
We sit on the wall along the beach, 
a parcel of fish and chips is on our knees, 
pelicans skim the dusk-still reach, 
and rise above the trees. 
Live Action 
LIVE ACTION 
Scatterbrained -
tissues dropping from her pockets 
errands forgotten, 
dark hair knotted up all anyhow 
in a shocking pink bow, 
a wet season trip round the Top End 
in a clapped-out Mazda. 
She stitches spangled velvet, 
dawn or midnight silk 
to cloak her dreams; 
in her video clips a woman 
lithe as a panther 
dances with a newspaper man-
she flies at life like a bird of paradise. 
WVE AMONG THE GUMBOOTS 
lfl'd known you were coming, I'd have washed my face. 
When I hear the gate, 
my heart, like Joseph's staff, bursts into flower. 
Knees covered with mud, dust in my hair, 
I bring you tea and we sit on the back steps 
among the saddles, gumboots, lifting nails, 
close enough for me to catch your scent, 
for you to sniff the reek of leeks 
I have plucked for you from my garden. 
I know you care only that I make you laugh-
we fit together like a pair of well-worn shoes. 
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MOTION ARRESTED 
If I could always be in this painting, slip 
out of the rush of children, garden sprouting weeds, 
roof leaking, money tight, writing, washing up, 
teaching, the blank stares of undergraduates ... 
follow the servants who jostle through the door 
to peer at the surrender of three kings -
brocades, the golden spurs, the chains, the furs, 
tamed, motion arrested by reverence. 
Not a word is spoken, Joseph stands 
dumbly to one side in wooden clogs. Her face still 
virgin under the linen veil, not yet warned 
by the crucifix on the shattered stable wall. 
The baby stares, naked, sideways at me-
as if I should work to ease his poverty. 
Charlotte Outterbuck 
